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and Utopian Histories before. Friends to whom I said this expressed some surprise at my lack of self-reflectivenessas well they might. Yet, in my defence, I should say that I became a historian at a moment when history itself seemed to make the question redundant. When I began working on Eve, in the mid1970s, I was a full-time socialist-feminist activist, and the political air I breathed was so saturated with Utopian hopes that it never occurred to me, or to anyone else, to ask why I was investigating their history. Like most left-wing feminists, I didn't belong to any political organisa- Barthes's impassioned call for a warts-and-all history of human conflict and diversity, sometime in my twenties, I was deeply offended. Why?
In the year the "Family of Man" exhibition was shown, I was a five-year-old living in the small city of Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, in the heart of the Canadian wheat belt. I was what is sometimes known as a "red-diaper baby," that is, both my parents had been members of the Communist In terms of my own development, what probably mattered most about this family ideology was the fervency of my parents' commitment to it, a self-belief of near-religious intensity. Both my parents (despite my father's adopted Jewishness) were atheists, but imbued with a sense of higher purpose whose similarity to the missionary zeal of local evangelical Christians struck me quite early on (probably because we employed some of these zealots -Mennonite farm-girls, mostly -in our kitchen). As a very young child, I heard thunder roll when my father The first book I read after Sheila's pioneering work was E. P. Thompson So that what may be involved in the 'case of Morris' is the whole problem of the subordination of the imaginative Utopian faculties within the later Marxist tradition: its lack of a moral self-consciousness or even a vocabulary of desire, its inability to project any images of the future, or even its tendency to fall back in lieu of these upon the utilitarian's earthly paradise -the maximisation of economic growth. But I like to think that he did, and that he recognised a disciple, even if one not wholly to his taste.
Yet Eve is not an uncritical celebration of Utopian socialism. At the same time as I was urging modern socialists to give due recognition to this creative phase of their history -particularly to its feminism -I was also probing the contradictions in Owenite thinking, and exposing some of the weaknesses of their programme. Owenite feminism deserved attention and even applause;
yet it was also, I found, a small flare-up of aspiration that sputtered out in the mid-1840s, leav ing few traces. Nonetheless, I stood shoulder-to-shoulder with the Owenite women, whom I found courageous and moving. In fact it was for them, rather than for present-day feminists -I told Lynne Segal -that I had actually written the book: worked hard at this for many years, with some results, although not with the large interpretive pay-off I had hoped for. Wollstonecraft, I slowly discovered, was not the woman I had thought her to be. Like most present-day readers, I had vaguely registered her piety without giving much thought to it. My first copy of the Rights of Woman soon acquired scribbled marginalia saying things like "on God," "more on God," "God again" and -very fed up by now -"Oh god, more
God!" I tried to ignore these for a long time. When I began to pay attention to them, my book Depending on God and obeying only Him was woman's proper destiny, Wollstonecraft insisted, and for this, liberation from male power was an absolute prerequisite. The theology from which this argument derived was an idiosyncratic combination of Rousseauist natural religion, radical Presbyterianism, and a romanticised Platonism drawn largely from Milton and, again, Rousseau.
The implications of this belief-system for Wollstonecraft's feminism are too complex to go into here, but one of the key areas in which its influence was apparent was in her attitude toward female sexuality, which was dominated by a Christian-Platonist ideal of transcendent love. Erotic love between women and men, Wollstonecraft argued, is simultaneously vicious and virtuous:
vicious if enjoyed for itself, virtuous when it serves as subjective preparation for a much higher love. "Earthly love," she writes, quoting Milton's Paradise Lost, "is the scale by which to heavenly we may ascend," and must be valued only forthat sacred consummation. 13 Probing this ideal, and its political consequences, I explored it as a feminist revision of eighteenth century moral radicalism; but also as a redemptive fantasy with unconscious roots in Wollstonecraft's personal history. The unhappy child of an abusive father and unloving mother, Wollstonecraft had more reason than most to seek divine affection, and less reason to trust its earthly equivalents. The identification with godly virtues on which, she claimed, her self-respect was founded, was a compelling alternative to identification with parental figures. Adoring God, and modelling oneself on Him, induced a sense of personal integrity that a woman, particularly an unloved, abused woman, might otherwise find hard to attain. But the unconscious fantasies propelling this ethical strategy -and the self-denials it entailed -could also make it very punitive.
Being very good is never an effective solution to personal unhappiness. However, demanding certain entitlements as preconditions for the cultivation of personal virtue -political freedom, economic independence, moral self-governance -can sometimes lead to better things. Viewing oppression as the leading source of female vice, Wollstonecraft devoted herself to liberating women not for a life of unregulated license, but for one of godly virtue and righteous self-regard.
Whether a woman thus freed into a higher subjectivity would in fact remain a woman was, for
Wollstonecraft, a moot point. It is the "desire of being always women" which is the "very consciousness which degrades the sex" she writes, while again: "Men are not always men in the company of women; nor would women always remember that they are women, if they were allowed to acquire more understanding." It is experiencing ourselves "rather as women than human creatures" that has "bubbled" female understanding, she claims. 14 These statements are generally read as implying no more than the desire to undermine prescribed feminine roles. But given Wollstonecraft's notion that it is only by modelling oneself on a masculine God that a woman may achieve true self-respect -and given also the extremely contemptuous tone in which she wrote about her fellow women, so disdainful that she has even been accused of misogyny -it seemed to me that more was going on in these statements than a simple repudiation of gender stereotypes. Mulling this, it was psychoanalysis, with its complex, conflict-ridden tale of how psychically sexless small girls are made into psychological women, that gave me clues. I considered that what Wollstonecraft was targeting was not merely conventional femininity but femaleness itself -a gender position she never comfortably inhabited -and it was this hypothesis that eventually framed parts of my book. "Only the concept of a subjectivity at odds with itself," Jacqueline Rose has written, "gives back to women the right to an impasse at the point of sexual identity," 15 an impasse which in fact can be heard not only in Wollstonecraft's writings but throughout the feminist tradition.
The deployment of psychoanalytic concepts in historical writing has been fraught with difficulty, not least because of the rigidly formulaic way they are often applied. Divergent schools of psychoanalytic thought mechanically impose their favoured viewpoints on the past, ignoring historically specific texturing and ambiguities. Moreover, whether a body of theory devised for clinical purposes can yield insights into the minds of the dead at all, or only ever achieve interpretations which are either incredible or blindingly obvious, remains unproven. psychoanalytic theorising does not help us -or at least not help us enough -to understand such psychological forces, is it perhaps time for historians themselves to begin to revamp the theory by bringing to it insights drawn from past behaviours and self-understandings? "What a long time it requires to know ourselves," Wollstonecraft wrote during a period of intense introspection, "and yet almost every one has more of this knowledge than he is willing to own, even to himself" 16 an observation which should serve to remind us that hidden or disowned parts of the self are hardly a modern invention.
Heroic Families and Uto pian Histories
In the preface to her first novel Wollstonecraft declared that a good fiction was one that, rather than imitating earlier works, would display its author's true soul. 17 Trying to peer into Wollstonecraft's soul, my ostensible motive was to understand her ideas better, but the aim carried a deeper charge. Locked into the intimate connection inevitable between an intellectual biographer and her subject, I craved to recognise the real woman in order that I might love her, not an idealised feminist myth. The impossibility of achieving this did not deter me. "I wish you to see my heart and mind just as it appears to myself," Wollstonecraft wrote to her husband, William
Godwin, in 1796 18 -an instruction I took very personally. I too wished to see her true, and to convey to my readers what I saw: not a radical icon but an ordinarily talented, troubled woman who, in exceptional times, had done and said some extraordinary things.
This urge to demystify extended across most areas of Wollstonecraft's life and thought. Where it broke down (it seems to me now), however, was in my treatment of her utopianism.
Wollstonecraft's faith in the "glorious prospects" opened up for Western society by the French Revolution remained unwavering from 1789 until her death, although the strategies she advocated for advancing these prospects altered under the pressure of political events. Probably the most uncompromisingly egalitarian of the 1790s radicals, her vision was of a world where all hierarchies and antagonisms would eventually give way to harmonious mutuality. Released from the chains of despotism, the human spirit would step from the darkness of ignorance and selfishness into the light of reason and universal fellowship prescribed by God. Living in France during the Terror, which she fiercely denounced, she nonetheless felt able to look beyond this "chaos of vice and follies" to the new age dawning:
These evils are passing away; a new spirit has gone forth, to organise the bodypolitic... The image of God implanted in our nature is now more rapidly expanding;
and, as it opens, liberty with maternal wing seems to be soaring to regions far above vulgar annoyance, promising to shelter all mankind. Scrutinising the contemporary state of her sex, Wollstonecraft tended to be much darker in her judgements than her Owenite successors: more interested in the deep investments held by both sexes in the perpetuation of gender hierarchies. But at bottom she too believed in the power of human communality to overcome all "artificial distinctions," including the sexual distinction.
Released from the crippling weight of historically defunct inequalities and prejudices, men and women would rediscover their natural harmony. Equal children of God, they would turn to each other in that spirit of affectionate fellowship which to Wollstonecraft was the human expression of divine love, and re-make the world in their emancipated image.
Reflecting critically on this vision is difficult for me, regardless of its implausibility. But if I achieve some analytic distance from it, I begin to see how it reaffirms the ethical principles of my child- "You have persuaded yourself to believe that the world is all wrong, and that the way to cure it is by communism. You also believe that you are prepared to dedicate your life to the movement...
All I can say in answer is that while I am terribly sorry that you should have developed such distorted views, I admire you for your willingness to sacrifice yourself for a cause in which you believe..."
What do we do when we save the past -when we box it up, photograph and catalogue it, preserve it from time's erasure? What do we do when we use such materials to revisit the past -to recreate extinct experiences, hopes, and conflicts? Like all creative engagements, historical writing is an impassioned act, implicating parts of the personality that themselves possess a hidden ancestry. As well as conscious motives -curiosity, puzzle-solving, professional advancementour pens are driven by inherited purposes that are usually discernible only in their traces: in those currents of feeling that, running below the surfaces of our scholarly books, our carefully footnoted articles, pull them in this or that intellectual direction.
Becoming an adult in the twilight years of one kind of utopianism -late nineteenth-early twenti- 
